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her htter with me, now offered it to Barbarka, Wanda and Pan Yanek During the night I would stretch out my hand and touch my child lightly, just to feel that the incredible had happened and that she was there, with me, lying close, breathing deeply in her sleep
Barbarka stirred and woke up Wanda did not sleep, nor did Pan Yanek. Yet none of us spoke, none of us hastened to give an account of the days when they had thought I was dead, and when I had mourned Barbarka's death.
Before I could understand the miracle of our reunion I had to listen carefully to what Barbarka said, and to try to imagine and fully comprehend what she had gone through. So I listened avidly to her tale, a quiet tale, for Barbarka had never been an overly emotional child, a tale in which small things were pathetically mixed with happenings of unsurpassed magnitude. She told of the supplies dropped by Soviet planes, and how they were useless because they had fallen without parachutes, how our large post at the Polytechnic Institute had to surrender finally, how she had met a woman who told her about my death, how the house she was in had been destroyed completely by a bomb, and that all she had managed to save were these few things of mine she was wearing, and none of her own And then she said, "Mummy!*' and snuggled still closer to me, and that was the end of the tale.
Dn Koenig was drunk when I asked him for a medical release for Barbarka the next morning He pushed back his cap, and laughed merrily.
"Frw Doctor., it seems to me I have had to siga more releases for you than for any other nurse in the whole camp. How come?"
*1 pick them up dying," I answered tartly.
Koenig laughed again. But he took a card to write the release. I was determined that Barbarka had to leave the camp as soon as possible, For only then would I be free